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Sometimes as I sit on a sunny day writing in
my chair beside the window, a picture of
the box-hedge, the tall sycamores, the stone-
tiled roof of the chapel, with the blue sky
behind, globes itself  in  the   lense  of  my
spectacles, so entrancing!}?- beautiful, that it
is almost a disappointment to look out on
the   real   scene.     We   like   to   see things
mirrored  thus   and   framed,  we   strangely
made creatures  of life ; why, I  know not,
except that our finite little natures love to
select and isolate experiences from the mass,
and contemplate them so.    But we must
learn to avoid this, and to realise that if a
particle of life, thus ordered and restricted,
is beautiful, the thing itself is more beautiful
still.    But we must not depend helplessly
upon the interpretations, the skilled reflec-
tions, of finer minds than our own.    If we
learn from  a wise interpreter or poet the
quality and worth of a fraction of life, it is
that we may gain from him the power to do
the same for ourselves elsewhere; we must
learn to walk alone, not crave, like a helpless
child, to be for ever led and carried in kindly
arms.   The danger of culture, as it is un-
pleasantly called, is   that we get to love
things because poets have loved them, and